VENETIA.
She was the daughter of a noble-race, That beauteous girl, and yet she owed her name To one who needs no herald's skill to trace His blazoned lineage, for his lofty fame Lives in the mouth of men, and distant climes Ke-ocho his wide glory ; where the brave Are honoured, where 'tis noble deemed to save A prostrate nation, and for future times Work with a high devotion, that no taunt, Or ribald lie, or zealot's eager curse, 6r the short-sighted world's neglect can daunt, That name is worshipped !    His immortal veree Blends with his god-like deeds, a double spell ; To bind the coming age he loved too well!
For, from his ancient home, a scatterling,
They drove him forth, unconscious of their prize,
And branded as a Tile unhallowed thing,
The man who struggled only to be wise.
And even his hearth rebelled, the duteous wife,
Whose bosom well might soothe in that dark hour.
Swelled with her gentle force the world's harsh powei,
And aimed her dart at his devoted life.
That struck ; the rest his mighty soul might scorn,
But when his household gods averted stood,
'Twas the last pang that cannot well be borne
When tortured e'en to torpor : his heart's blood
Flowed to the unseen blow : then forth he went,
And gloried in his ruthless banishment.
A new-born pledge of love within his home,
His alien home, the exiled father left;
And when, like Cain, he wandered forth to roam,
A Cain without his solace, all bereft,
Stole down his pallid cheek the scalding tear,
To think a stranger to his tender love
His child must grow, iintroubled where might rove
His restless life, or taught perchance to fear
Her father's name, and bred in sullen hate,
Shrink from his image.    Thus the gentle maid,
Who with her smiles had soothed an orphan's fate,
Had felt an orphan's pang ; yet undismayed,
Though taught to deem her sire the child of shame,
She clung with instinct to that reverent name I